go The Tragedy ojXjt h< 

Theprofits yetto come twixt me and you. 

Good night. Exit Othello and Defdemoaa, 

Enter \z%o. . 

x f Welcome Iagoytsc muft to the watch. 

lag. Not this hourcLeiutenant,tisnotyettenaclock:ourGe- 

nerall caff vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemena . who let vs 
not therefore blame, hee hath not yet made wanton the night with 
her ; and (lie is fport for loue. 

Caf. She is a moft exquifice Lady. 
lag. And I’le warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indecde fhc is a moll frefh and delicate creature. 
lag. What an eye five has ? 

Me thinkes it founds a parly of prouocation. 

Caf. An inuitfng eyc,and yet me thinkes right moddcll. 

Iaj. And when flic fpeakcs,tis an alarme to loue. 

Caf. I c is tndeede perfection* 

lag. WeU,happinefle to their flieetes — come Leiutenant, I 
hauc a ftope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cypres Gal- 
lants, that would fainehaue a meafurc to the health of the blackc 
Othello. ' 

Caf. Not to night, good I ago-, I hauc very poore and vnhappjf 
braines for drinking: 1 could well wifh courcefie would inuent fome 
other cuflomeofenteitaincment. 

lag. O they are our friends, — but one cup : I’le drink for you. 
Caf. I ha drunkc but one cup to night, and that was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innnuation it makes here : I amvnfor- 
tunace in the infirmity, and dare nottaske my weakeneffe with 
anymore. 

Jag. What man, tis a night of Reuells,the Gallantsciefire it. 
Caf Where arc they ? 
lag. Hf re a‘t the dore,I pray you call them in. 
C'<?/iricdo’t,bntitdiflikesme. Exit, 

lag. Iff can fallen but one cup vpon him. 

With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hce’ll be as full of quarrel land offence, 

As my young miflris dog .• Now my ficke fooie Rodcrigo, 
Whom lone has turn’d almoft the wrong fide outward, 
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g 0 Eefdemona, hath to night caroufl 
Potations pottle deepe, and hec’s to watch 
Three lads of Cypres >x\ oble fwelling fpirits. 

That hold their honour, in a W3ry diftance. 

The very Elemcrts of this warlike Ifle, 

Hauc 1 to night fluflrcd with flowing cups. 

And the watch too : now rnongll this flocke ofdrunkards, 

1 am to put our Cafsio in fome a Sion, 

That may offend the Ifle; fv/wMoBtanio.CafTio, 

But here they come : and others. 

Ifconfequence doe but approoue my drearnc. 

My boate fades freely, both with winde and ilreame. 

Caf. Fore God they hauc giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon. Goodfaith a little one, not paft a pint, 

As I am a fotddier. lag. Some wine ho : 

And let me the Cannikin clink* jlink* y 
And let me the Cannikin clinke jcltnke : 

A Sovtldier s a man, a life's but a Jpan y 

why then let afouldier drink * . — Some wine boyes* 

Caf. Fore God an excellent long. 

lag. t learned it in England , where indeed they are moft potent 
in potting : your Dane , your Germaine^nd your fwag-bellied Hol~ 
lander, drinke ho,arc nothing to your Enghfh. 

Caf Is your Englifh man fo expert in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with facillity,your Dane dead drunke: 
he fwcats not to ouer throw your Almaine\ he giufcs your Hollander 
a vomit, crc the next pottle can befild* 

Caf T o the health of our Generali. 

Men. I am for it Leiuccnant 3 and I will doe you iuftice. 

Jag* O fwecie England, - — King Stephen was a worthy pecre. 
His breeches cofl him but a crownc y 
He held 'em fixpence all too deercy 
With that he cald the Taylor lownc , 

He was a wght of high renowne , 

And thou art but of low degree , 

7 is pride that puls the Countrey downty 

Then take thine owdclck* about thee. — Some wine ho. 

E 4 Caf 




